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Good Angels guard thee from the Boarcs annoy, 

Liue and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappy fonnes do bid thee fiourifh. 

Enter the Cjhosl ofjgueene Anne his wife. 
Richard, thy -wife, that wretched Anne thy vute, 

That neuer uepit a quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy lleepe with perturbations, 

To morrow iajtfie battaile tbinke on me, 

And falitny^ge'ktfe fword,ddpaire and die. 

To Rich, quiet fcuie,fleepe thou a quietilecpe, 

Dreameof fuccelfe and happy vidorie, 

1 hy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghost of Buckingham. 

The firft was I that helpt thee to the Crowne, « 
Thelafl was 1 that felt thy tyrrannic, 

O, in the battcll thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltineile 

Dreame on,4reaqneson,pf bloody deeds and death. 

Fainting defpairc, dcfpairing yeeld thy breath. 

T o Rich, I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
Butcheare thy heart, and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, 
AndRithard fals in height of all his pride. 

K. Richard ftarteth out of a dreame, 

K.Ric. Giue meanother horfe,bind vp my wounds; 
Hauemercie lefu : foftldid but dreame. 

O coward confidence, howdoeft thou afflid: roe? 

The lights burneblew,itisnot dead midnight: 

Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling flefh, • 
What doe I feare my fielfe? tberes noneelfie by, 
Richardloucs Richard, that is,I am 1: 

Is thercamurtherer heere? No. Yes, 1 am, 

Then flie,what from my felfe?great reafion why, 

Lt ft 1 rcuengc. Whatfmy felfie vpon my fielfe? 

Alacke I loue my felfe,wherfore. ? for any good 
That my fielfe haue done vnto my fielfe: 



O qo : alaU father ha;c my felfe, 

f„rhatrf U U<l«ed ! commt..edby m yk\k . 

My confidence hath a thoufiand fieuerall tongues, e 
And euery tongue brings in a fieuerall tae. 

And euery talecondcmnesmefor avillaroe : 

Periurie,in the higheft degree. 

Murder, fterne murder, in the dyreft degree, 

All fieuerall fiinnes,allvfdein each degree. 

Throng all to the barrre,crying all, guiltie,guiltie. 

I (ball defpaire, there is no creature loses me. 

And ifl die, no foule lhall pittie me : 

And wherfoie (hould they? fince that 1 my lelre, 

Find in my felfe, no pitty to my fielfe. 

Me thought the foules of all that I murthcred 
Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard , 

Enter Ratchfe. 

Rat, My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who is there ? 

Rat. Ratclife, my Zord,tis I : theearely village cocke. 
Hath itwife done falutation to the morne. 

Your friends are vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Rztclife, 1 haue d ream’d a fearefull dreame, 
What think ft thou, will our friends proue all true? 

R,at. No doubt my Lord, _ 

King. O Ratchfe I feare, f feare. 

Rat, Nay good my Lord-be not afraid of fhadowes. 

King. By the Apoftle Paul, fhadowes to night 
Haueftrooke more terror to the foue of Richard, 

Then can thefubftance often thoufand fouldiers 
Armed in proofe, and led by (hallow Richmond. 

Tis not yet neare day, come goe with me, 

Vnder our Tents lie play the ewefie -dropper. 

To heareif any meane to fhrinke from me.' Exeunt, 


Suter the Lords to Richmond. 
L'.rds ♦ Good morrow Richmond. 
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